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AFFIRMING
AFFIRMATIVE
ACTION

By: Harry Mihas
Every now and then, something comes
up that makes me want to just rip into
someone or something. Of course with
maturity, the issues that upset me have
become more substantial than when I was
16. (Not to mention the fact I also tend to
find better ways of channeling my aggression, but that's a therapy issue.)
This time around, it was the affirmative
action decision that set me off. For me, it
was time to call a friend who I thought
would say Friedman's decision was right
on target. Law school must be warping
me, because I had it in my mind to retry
the case and at least convert him over from
"the dark side."
I drive home. I get on the phone. We're
talking and he brings up the decision ...
and then ruins it for me. He disagreed
with Judge Friedman. What a chump!
The one time I want him to be wrong so I
can argue with him, he is on the right side.
That said, it wasn't a complete waste of
time. The conversation made me think.
Obviously, affirmative action is necessary.
This school is not where it should be, but
for how long will it be necessary? Diversity brought to us through affirmative action comes at the price of division and resentment.
It's interesting to hear what people say
about the lady who is suing the school.
In some ways, we approach her with a
very elitist attitude. I don't know much
about her. I am sure she believes in what
she is doing, but for some people there are
other issues.
A lot of students ask why doesn't she
just go somewhere else? Ohio State, University of Chicago, University of Virginia-they were all thrown out there as
options. Unfortunately, not everyone can
do that. Family and finances can get in
the way. In Michigan, that means a choice
between an elite school that is arguably
the best public law school in the nation

and a second or third tier school. Translated, it's the career of your choice or
scratching and clawing for a job here in
Detroit or, if you are lucky, Chicago.
Factor these concerns into the equation
and you can understand why someone
would want to fight this out in court.
What is there to lose? Policy-wise, she is
dead wrong. Butforpeople who can't get
into Michigan and can't go out of state,
affirmative action is seen as a wall.
Affirmative action can also mask the
problem rather than assert real change.
Elite schools often say they need it to balance their enrollment. But rather than get
at the root of the problem, we hide it with
affirmative action. For whatever reason,
we limit the discussion on why minorities (even affluent minority students) do
not score well on entrance tests . The
school, 'at least publicly, doesn't question
the validity of the tests. Alternatives to
affirmative action are often brushed aside.
But that is hypocritical. We expect an honest approach to the problem from the opponents of affirmative action while we
also quiet its critics and reformers.
Missing in the public discourse on affirmative action are comments on the lack
of diversity on the professorial side of the
lectern. The concern is that the end of the
affirmative action program will mean less
minority students. If minority students
are going to factor integration into the
equation of whether they come here, it will
be because of the lack of color among our
tenured professors. Unfortunately, we are
missing the opportunity to use the exposure on affirmative action to call attention
to this fact. Student concern about affirmative action is justified; but, that concern
should also be focused on the people who
teach us and on how we can use our media opportunities to call attention to that
same disturbing lack of integration there.
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by Smooper and Dooper
We had just spent a stressful Thursday
afternoon putting our Jurisdiction outlines
together and needed a break, so we decided to go to the new Gene Hackman
film, Heartbreakers, a farcical romp
through the surreality of wealthy Palm
Beach living. The movie inspired us with
its depiction of days spent amidst the
warm, luxurious palm-lined beaches. This
inspiration made us catch the next plane
to spend a weekend there before the rigors of final exams began.
The following is the exact transcript of
a conversation on the plane ride home.
Smooper: You must admit, Dooper,
that The Four Seasons puts the Governor's
Club to shame. The food, the sweeping
ocean view, Christopher, our waiter from
Saginaw, the chocolates and orange rind
jellies to finish our meal. What could top
that night?
Dooper: Yes, Smooper. It was quite
enjoyable. However, for an overall culinary experience, the quiet gentility of the
Governor's Club combined with its sophisticated air of exclusivity and the
breathtaking nighttime panorama over
Palm Beach (and especially Donald
Trump's little playhouse) left me more
relaxed and ready for finals than ever.
Smooper: But Dooper. First of all, the
seafood options at the Four Seasons were
more gratifying than getting into J.J.'s
Negotiation class without using one of
your two priorities. I mean, that yellowfin tuna carpaccio tower with the layers
of papaya and osetra caviar accompanied
by those fine shavings of the most delectable fresh conch ... The blend of flavors,
textures, and aesthetics was straight out
of Culinary Artistry magazine.

Dooper: Yes, Smooper. But
how could you ever think that you'd survive on those microscopic portions? In
contrast, the soft shell crab almandine presented with display case perfection under
a glass dome was light but substantial.
Airy yet earthy. Scary yet inviting. A treat
for the mind and body alike.
Smooper: Ok. I'll give you that oneanyone can make a good appetizer. Can
we talk about the main course? The macadamia nut encrusted Atlantic salmon
dressed in a sorghum molasses glaze atop
a fluffy pillow of garlic chervil smashed
new potatoes was the epitome of new
Southeast American nouveau cuisine.
Dooper: Yes, almost as good as something I would have had in my cafeteria
school lunch in 5th grade. For a real main
course, there was no debating the delicious free range venison filets atop the
organic mountain-grown lingonberry reduction. Hearty like a steak, but light like
a cloud. Fierce like a Midwest thunderstorm in Jul y ye t calm like an
aroma therapy spa treatment in Taos. Surprising like when Aunt Sally showed up
at mom's fiftieth birthday from Duluth,
yet familiar like your sweaty socks that
have been lying on the laundry pile for
the last three weeks. Need I remind you
that the 1995 Sterling Cab that accompanied the venison tickled my nose and my
tastebuds like a naughty lover that has
found a peacock feather and wants to
play?
Smooper: But Dooper, dessert at the
Four Seasons stole the night. The killer
chocolate volcano bomb explosion with
Jack Daniels infused chocolate ice cream
evoked orgasms of the eye for its artistic
presentation and death of the soul from
burial under lava flows of chocolate. In

~-

\

.

; i

the spirit of Louis ....
XIV, the splooge mountain of cocoa, butter, sugar, eggs, and cream was as opulent and decadent as the finest dessert that
one could imagine being served at
Versailles.
Dooper: Ahh Smooper. Need I remind
you that even you confessed that the
Governor's Club's cocoa dusted chocolate
truffles with the extra dark chocolate centers were the best that you've had since
we were locked in Willy Wonka' s chocolate factory. Lest you forget that you had
fallen so deep in love with those morsels
that you stole ten of them from the dessert tray on your way out, almost causing
a special appearance by Palm Beach's finest.
Smooper: Regardless of which meal
was better, Dooper, I feel quite refreshed
and ready for finals to begin.
Dooper: Gee, Smooper. I couldn't have
said it better myself. Now it's back to little
Ann Arbor and our favorite place in the
whole world.
Smooper: Yes, Dooper. And the first
quint and fries are on me! Good luck with
Erie!

Palm Beach Dining
The Four Seasons Hotel
and Resort

561-582-2800
The Governor's Club

561-832-7577
Reservations mandatory
at both places
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Watch these
shows ...
PLEASE!!!
By Russell Krauter
It's unfortunate that many shows on
television have such a large advertising
budget that their complete lack of substance or quality is obscured. I myself
have been shamefully sucked in by gargantuan ad campaigns. Boston Public, a
truly horrid show, is a great example. For
some reason, despite the stupid and repetitive plots, I watch every week (how
many teachers in this show have either
wanted to, or have had inappropriate relationships with their students?). Simply
put, too many truly fantastic shows die
because of lack of viewership. A great
number of them are on basic cable, which
tends to be more daring and fresh than
those on the aging giants. I'd like to
present you with a few shows suffering
from a lack of advertising despite their
tremendous entertainment value.

Junkyard Wars
TLC
Mondays, 8pm
This is perhaps the most innovative of
the "reality" shows on TV. It features two
teams who compete to build a machine
out of parts found in a junkyard within
10 hours. They then compete with each
other with whatever they've built. Usually they have to construct some sort of
vehicle, like a motor boat or go-cart, and
then race each other with it. Unlike any
other reality show, there are no prizes
awarded, and the contestants really seem
to be having a great time. The costumes
are a plus. They seem to consist of items
found at the post-apocalypse surplus
store. Obviously, the show never takes
itself seriously. It also may trick you into
learning aspects of backyard engineering
that a law student will never need. Even
if you never have had an interest in
wrenches, this show may amuse you.

The Naked Chef
Food Network
times variable.
The Food Network
has a great many truly
unique cult favorite
shows, including Iron
Chef and Good Eats.
This one, though, is
my personal favorite.
The chef, despite the
title, has not yet stripped down to the best
of my knowledge. I believe "naked" refers instead to his simple and gritty approach to cooking. He's young, he's hip
and he knows quite a bit about breads,
which is enough to capture my attention
(my wife watches partly because she
thinks he's cute). He always cooks at
home either for friends or for women (another aspect my wife finds attractive), so
it always has an informal feel. Even if you
are content not to cook, this show has
many appealing facets that should draw
in many more viewers than it does.

Sports Night
Comedy Central
Thursdays,9pm-1 Opm
This show is a great example of quality programming dying due to lack of
viewership. It now appears only in reruns.
This is quite unfortunate, since it really is
a brilliant show. The program was written, and I believed produced, by the same
team that does West Wing. Although it is
a comedy, you can see some of the great
character creation that makes its successor so popular. It also shows that the writers are capable of writing really funny
material. The plots are both touching and
humorous, which I personally believe is a
nearly impossible combination to achieve.
It should be noted that this program is

about a sports show and has virtually
nothing to do with sports itself. This may
have been the reason for its demise, as the
title doesn't really capture what the show
is about very well.

The Daily Show
Comedy Central
Monday through Thursday
11pm to 11:30pm
I hesitate to put this in a column with
lesser known shows as it seems to have
something of a viewing audience. However, I must say that it is perhaps the most
clever show on television right now, so
unless 20 million people are watching every night, it is under appreciated. In case
you don' t know about it, it is news satire,
with writing that is sheer comedic genius
(not an understatement). It also has great
field pieces, like an interview with Jesse
Ventura when he just started his campaign
for the governorship, and a panel discussion with a man who thinks he's been
impregnated by aliens, a singing psychic,
and the alien ambassador about the future
of alien-human relations in the new millennium. I heartily encourage you to
watch any one of these shows just once
for the good of the nation.

•
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THE INSIDER
By Yingtao Ho
MICHIGAN HOCKEY WRAP-UP
At the beginning of its season, the Boston College Eagles set four goals for the
season: Win the Beanpot, the Hockey East
Regular Season title, the Hockey East tournament championship and the national
championship. After the national semifinal on Thursday night, the Michigan Wolverines failed to reach any of the four
roughly equivalent goals: They were last
in the GLI, finished third in the CCHA
regular season standings, were never in
the game in the CCHA tournament final,
and lost the national semifinal game. For
a team with two of the top ten forwards
in the nation, a first round NHL draft
choice on defense in Jeff Jillson, a potential first round draft choice in Mike
Komecerak, and a NHL prospect in goalie
in Josh Blackburn, the season was a bitter
disappointment.
Why did the Wolverines fail to achieve
any of their goals? The national semifinal
game is a perfect illustration. The Wolverines fought gallantly, took to the body
aggressively, but lost the game on the
power play. That's right, unlike what the
hockey illiterates writing for the Michigan
Daily may tell you, the Wolverines lost the
game on the power play. While Boston
College went two for two, Michigan went
zero for two. How the goals were and
were not scored illustrates the Wolverines'
problems. Boston College scored both
goals by crashing the net and tipping in
shots from the point. They were willing
to take the punishment by getting near the
crease, and score ' ugly ' goals. On the
other side, Michigan penalty killers never
took on the physical challenge to punish
BC for crashing the net. Why didn't they?
Michigan hockey players, at least the most
skilled ones on the penalty kill, are pretty
boys who get by on talent rather than
heart. On the other side, Michigan was
not willing to make the physical play, and
instead looked for pretty combination
plays. Instead of shooting the puck from
the point, the Wolverines tried to work the
puck to the front of the net for tap ins. Of
course, against penalty killers as good as

On to the positives: As a result of some
of Michigan's defensive mistakes, Josh
Blackburn played perhaps the finest game
of his career against BC. He made no less
those playing for BC, pretty plays almost than a dozen spectacular saves, including
several potential game savers in the third
never work.
Here is where I have to question the period. His performance could be a
coaching a little bit. After the first power springboard to a great senior season, and
play didn't work, Michigan never made a run at Ryan Miller as the top goalie in
the adjustment to get point shots and re- the CCHA. Next year, Michigan's three
bounds on the power play. It almost best defensive defensemen, Vancik,
seems Berenson has too much faith in his Komeserak and Burnes, will all return. ( I
players: He believes they will make the am assuming Jeff Jillson will play for the
perfect play, therefore he will not make the Sharks next year.) The forwards they will
adjustment to produce higher percentage lose, most significantly Langfeld, Kosick
plays. This is indeed the problem that and Koch, are players whose production
characterized the entire Michigan season: is replaceable. With another outstanding
despite their size and strength, Michigan recruiting class coming in, Michigan's fate
is a soft team. Coaches around the CCHA next season will rest on what Andy Hilwill tell you that if their team outhits and bert decides to do. If Hilbert leaves school
intimidates ____________________________ early, he is probably good
Michigan,
enough to play for the BosMichigan will
ton Bruins. If Hilbert stays,
lose. Michigan
he will be one of the favoralso
makes
ites to win the Hobey Baker
more defensive
as the best player in college
mistakes than
hockey. With Hilbert,
just about any
Michigan has a chance to
win a national championother college
team because
ship next year. Without
they believe
him, they would not adthey can comvance past the national
pensate with
quarterfinal game. If you
talent. Perare a fan of Michigan
haps
Red
hockey, pray to your god,
Berenson was
or whatever you worship,
too pretty of a
that Hilbert will come back
player to teach
next year.
toughness to
NHL PLAYOFFS
his
team.
Looking
While Michigan hockey
around the
is very important, the
NHL, most
sporting calendar does
coaches were marginal players who move forward without it. In a matter of
needed to use their heads to compensate days, the Stanley Cup Playoffs will begin.
for their lack of talent. Even someone like Brief predictions:
Larry Robinson, a great former player, was
Eastern Conference:
a defensive player who had to think his
Winner: New Jersey Devils. Bet your
way through games. Berenson is a great house and everything you have that the
recruiter because he is a legend. However, Devils will win the East. With a playoff
he was too good, too instinctive as a player tested goalie in Brodeur, the deepest group
to become a great coach. Perhaps the Wol- of forwards in the NHL, and rock solid
verines need an assistant coach who defense, this is the best team in the NHL.
teaches toughness and accountability to They probably will not lose two games in
the players to complement the Berenson's any of their first three playoff series.
creativity.
Continued on page 6

If you are a fan of

Michigan hockey,
pray to your god,
or whatever you

worship, that Hilbert will come

back next year.

•
Insider, from page 5

Eastern Final victim: Because the NHL
re-seeds after the first round, there are two
possibilities here: if either Washington or
Ottawa gets upset in the first round, Buffalo will make the East Final. This is
Dominik Hasek's final playoff run, and he
will come up with something very special. Otherwise, look for Washington to
get here. They have more depth than anyone else in the East who doesn' t play in
New Jersey.
Upset special: Most likely to pull upset:
Carolina Hurricanes / Toronto Maple
Leafs. Either one of these teams will play
Ottowa in the first round. Ottowa is a
young team that's never had any success
in the playoffs, the kind that's ripe for
upsets ( look at what happened to the
Blues last season ). While the first round
in the East will probably go according to
form, Ottowa's opponent is most likely to
pull an upset.
Western Conference:
Winner: Dallas Stars. They are the most
disciplined team in the NHL, with a lot of
experience playing against the great Colorado Avalanche (see below ). They have
an excellent goalie in Belfour, and proven
pla yoff scorers like Madono and
Niewendyk. They are undefeated in their
last thirteen games, and are coming into

lO~ril200l

the playoffs at their best. Further, Dallas
probably has the best home ice advantage
in the league because the heat in Dallas
produces ridiculously soft ice that only
Dallas knows how to play on.
West Final victim: Colorado Avalanche,
for the third year in a row. Colorado only
has two scoring lines. Dallas has the experience and discipline, as they showed
in playoffs past, to shut down one or two
scoring lines.
Upset special: Edmonton Oilers.
Stanley Cup Champs: New Jersey Devils. Yes, the Cup will be placed next to
toxic dumps for the second year in a row.
OTHER EVENTS:
MLS soccer: This is not your father's
soccer league. MLS features aggressive,
offensive play that is tailored to the American viewer. The quality of the players in
the league has never been higher. Tune
in, and give the league a chance. Also, if
you are one of the lucky few who gets Fox
Sports World, tune in in July when the LA
Galaxy of Major League Soccer face Real
Madrid, the champions of European club
soccer. See the talent gap between MLS
and the best teams in the world.
U.S Open: For some ungodly reason,
the USGA is holding the U.S Open in red
hot Tulsa in the middle of June. Tempera-

II
tures will reach 100 degrees, it will be humid, and the golf course will be impossible to score on. Tune in and chuckle as
you watch the best golfers in the world
suffer.
Tour De France: Professional cycling is
the ultimate team sport, and the sight of a
human being traveling 70 miles per hour
on a bike is pretty awesome. Watch
American Lance Armstrong race against
history to win the greatest bike race in the
world three times in a row. His strongest
challengers will be Jan Ulrich and Marco
Pantani. Watch the attacks, counter attacks and time trials as the race fo r
cycling's greatest prize comes right down
to the wire.
Good Will Games: Usually, this is one
of the most ridiculous events in sports.
This year, though, the games will represent the last international competition for
the incomparable Michael Johnson, the
man who smashed longstanding world
records in both the 200 and 400, and in
1996 Summer Olympic Games became the
first man to win gold in both events at the
Olympic Games. Turn in, and watch a legend ride into the sunset in the kind of
moment that makes sports great.

Dear Editor:
I was going to submit my piece "Let's Retire 'Esquire"', on the lack of necessity for giving lawyers some highfalutin title after
their names, but due to the recent events ...
I'll just say that not only should we be proud that our law school administration fought hard for affirmative action, and has
succeeded in getting a stay from the 6th Circuit, but I also think we all owe considerable thanks to the student intervenors, who
took the unusual step of making themselves targets of a lawsuit when they didn't have to.
Their dedication shows an extraordinary commitment to the affirmative action cause, and the intervenors brought forth valuable viewpoints about integration and equality that supplemented the administration's emphasis on diversity. So please thank an
intervenor if you see one. I will not embarrass any intervenor by mentioning her / him by name, but many of us know at least one,
or perhaps several, or at can look their names up in lawsuit documents.
Students often comment about the law, at least in the law journals that it is our privilege to join (though I'll parenthetically note
that only some journals here have a democratic process of electing I selecting their editorial boards, whereas others have followed,
for up to a century now, I believe, the older and less democratic method of letting the previous year's board select the new boardcould it be time for a change?). However, the intervenors are not just talking about the law, they are actively helping determine it,
and putting themselves on the line as lawsuit defendants in doing so, in line with both heroic and democratic values. One almost
feels that the intervenors should get some kind of clinic credit for all their extracurricular involvement in an ongoing real-life legal
matter; they certainly put in enough hours.
The law school admissions case may not be remembered as a Brown, or Roe, or Marbury- at least not yet- but it is still an honor,
I think, to be involved in it in any way, at least on the side that supports diversity, integration, and equality. Students, faculty, and
staff are fortunate people to be here at this pivotal time, and certainly owe some gratitude to all those who have worked hard to
bring the matter to a just and lasting conclusion.
David Boyle, 2L
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Three Second Memory

r.Bruce 1vtannin8 has ~ent 4 years on staff at the ~§ which he befieves to be a record. rThis, fife many other records, is most fike{y one
that no one cares much about. 1-feverthe[ess, he iS);[eased to have this
CJ1yortunity t~ ;;resent to you - [oya[ drCJ1yer cj half-read ~§s on
restroom sta[[Jfoors - this se[ection his 11 favorite co[umns. rThree
Second 1vtemory, a co[umn birthed durin8 coffeae, has reached its
we[[-deserved retirement here at the rrlniversi~y !JVtichiaan Law
Schoo[ rThe rrlniversity's 'Ford Schoo[ PubUc Pofi~ wi[[ foofish0J
arant 1vtr. 1vtannina a 1vtaster's detJree at the end cj ~yri( IJn earfy
1vtay, the Law Schoo[ wi[[ mimic that joofishness by tJivin8 him a
fifetime membersh~ in the Lawyer's C[ub. 1vtr. 1vtannin8 is afso
e~ectin8 to receive a swift kick in the rear and a hearty 8ood-riddance from the 'Dean who is, doubt[ess, exhausted by his overstayin8
the usua[ three-year wefcome.
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Steven Segal
I think it was Steven Seagal who said
"Anticipation of death is worse than death
itself," and I suppose I felt that a bit before I got here. Now I realize I've only
made it through three weeks of law
school, but permit me to share some sagacious observations:
The Law Quad: It greatly resembles the
sprawling gothic high school from an
acne-ridden vampire horror flick. There
are lockers in the basement. They smell.
Someone has scratched some sly bit of
graffiti into the wood of the desk I sit at
for all of my classes ("Joe D. is a dark").
The stairwells are really quite terrifying
a:> I half expect some big bad 2 or 3L to
throw me up against the wall and demand
my lunch money. I get squished in the
hallways by big guys muscling their way
into their Contracts lecture and mangled
by sharp-elbowed women (to whom I am
afraid to speak ... ) heading for the pleasures of Criminal Law. Also, my voice
breaks when I speak in class. This hasn't
happened in years. Intimidation.
Orientation: I learn that the law school
practices the Socratic Method. Professor,
dean, assistant dean, they all spend breath
trying to assure me that this Method is not
meant to humiliate me (even though they
say it, "Socratic Method," the same way
you might say "Chinese Water Torture,"
all hushed and reverent). Now, I've had
the misfortune to read a little philosophy

Memories of first year
Spring is marked by a pleasant
change of the seasons - everywhere else
except here in Ann Arbor where we trade
clouds and rain for clouds and rain. The
tulips and daffodils are blooming, the
dew-covered grass is glistening in the defused morning sun and the Reading Room
smells like a new car. Amid all the joy and
musk, I cannot help but note that this verdant season of rebirth marks the death of
my first year of law school.
It has been a hell of a year, hasn't it?
Reminisce with me, if you will. ..
Who could forget September 3'd?
You'll recall that was the day that Tyler
Hirsch dropped out, just after the introductory lecture on classroom teaching
styles by Professor Hammer, where, while
insisting on student diligence, student

and if I remember correctly, there were
two outcomes for people who got to talk
with Socrates: One, they left humiliated.
Two, they slept with him. Law school
policy probably frowns on sleeping with
a faculty member. Humiliation.
Classes: I think that while I'm registered
for Legal Practice, Civil Procedure, etc. I
seem to have only one class a:> combat.
Check it out: In the morning my Crim prof
starts talking about murder. And punishment. And beatings. In Contracts we Jearn
that we have contract law so we don't beat
on each other. In Civil Procedure we talk about the adversary system. My enemy, the
opposing lawyer. My Legal
Practice professor tells us he
comes from a successful
practice. Then he tells us to
stay healthy and exercise.
He's in fantastic shape. I
think, does he kick the other
lawyers into submission? In
Torts we study the prima facie case for battery, which
seems to mean being beaten
on by someone. Our first case is Vosburg
v. Putney, which is all about kids beating
on each other. Combat.
Professors seem to like hypos that begin, "Say you get killed in a car accident ... " and then they call on someone to
answer the problem and suddenly I'm reminded of Seagal' s wise words. They

want me to anticipate my demise. Also,
have you ever noticed how Steven Seagal
likes to philosophize while he beats the
crap out of people? They get double humiliation, they get pounded and then
talked at. This is what is supposed to happen in class. You know, Yale Kamisar is
Above the Law and I'm On Deadly Ground.
Yes, law school comes down to the
classes. And the classes are about intimidation, humiliation, and combat. Therefore, Steven Sea gal is actually the ultimate
lawyer. People are scared of him. After
"talking" with people, they
leave humiliated. His arguments seem to have an unusual force (nothing like
making your point by
throwing the other guy
through a wall.) If judges are
the prize pig in the litter of
lawyers, Steven Seagal is the
Babe of even that rarefied
group -he wears more black
more often. And doesn't that
ponytail sometimes look like
one of them British judge
wigs?
That realized, next time I get called on
in class I'm going to launch a flying kick
at the lectern ...

preparedness and the trains running on
time, he banged on the lectern more vehemently than has been seen in civilized
society for quite some time. I almost
joined Tyler- one measly day in law school
and I'd already pissed my pants.
October 8th was an important moment for me. At a 'World of Law' presentation I was carefully instructed to proof
read my resume and remove from it any
iota of evidence that I was different from
anyone else. As automaton was the party
line, I realized that Career Services could
save us a lot of time, and put their money
where their mouth was, by writing and
printing out our resumes for us. Thus,
why should I bother going to their meetings?
November 7th was a hell of a night,
wasn't it? The Law School really puts the

bar back in American Bar Association
don't they? I'll be a happy guy when
Scorekeepers lets me back in by next July
I should have worked off the debt incurred when I plugged their taps with
epoxy. Also, I hereby issue a contrite and
unconditional apology to that junior psychology major in the grey halter top for
anything that may have transpired before,
during, or after I became ill on her.
December 12th brought a simultaneous end to the finals and hunting seasons; Three professors bagged me and
drove home with me tied to the hoods of
their cars.
It is a terrible thing when life imitates
life imitating life. As you know, I speak
of Heaven's Gate It which brought the
tragedy of Marshall Applewhite's cult
continued on page 10
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here to Ann Arbor. I too mourn the 16law
students who, searching for meaning,
committed suicide, lying in a circle,
draped in Maize and Blue, and wearing
Bruno Magli shoes. The school-wide
minute of silence (broken only by the
ruckus from the fraternity next door) really put a damper on the January Rose
Bowl celebrations.
On February 19'h, I emerged from my
grade-induced coma to discover that I was
unemployed. I can't remember much else
about that month, but I'm told that I raised
my hand all the time in class, yammered
on and on, and made absolutely no sense.
This meant that I blended in so well with
the rest of the law school environment that
no one noticed I needed medical help. I
still sometimes show symptoms of that
horrid affliction and I apologize to each
and everyone of you for that.
You remember, of course, March lO'h,
the day Legal Practice professor James
Brink slapped a student for blaspheming
the Blue Book, the day Torts professor
Hilary Marsden choked a student for
badmouthing Justice Holmes, and the day
Contracts professor Thomas Eakman delivered a swift upper cut to a student who
called the UCC a "poorly written piece of
crap." Dean Lehman issued a statement
that read in part "some unknown person
put a controlled substance in the punch
bowl in the faculty lounge, with significant side-effects." I think we all know that
the truth is that these students had it coming to them.
April is the cruelest month and my first
year of law school is so far along that it
has started using a walker. .. I fondly remember, just as it were yesterday, yesterday, when I slept through all four of my
classes. How will I ever make it through
finals?
Yes, Spring is here and life is vibrant,
alive, and fresh. Men are running around
the quad with their shirts off, women are
digging out their sun dresses, and I'm itching to put out my rocking chair, sip lemonade, and watch as my first year of law
school slowly slips into its grave.

•
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Airplane

I was stuck with a center-seat, elbows jammed into my
sides, feet kicking up against the outlandish carry-on my
over-perfumed neighbor to the right had stuffed under
both of the seats in front of us. To my left, a life insurance salesman clasping a tape-flagged book entitled
"How We Die" was making all sorts of grossly spiritual
overtures.
I was slamming tonic water and wishing it all would end. There was a loud kachunk from the rear of the DC -10 followed by an all-encompassing low bass "thoomb."
I hastily amended my wish: I didn't wish it all would end, I wished the flight would
end and that I'd land safely in Detroit. It was the first time I'd ever associated Detroit
with safety. The plane dipped a few hundred feet. The cabin became dead silent.
The intercom crackled. "This is Pilot Corman up here at the controls. Folks, don' t
panic, but we've lost an engine and we're going to have to toss over your baggage.
Please do not be disconcerted, we will be making it safely into Detroit and our insurance company will reward you handsomely for the loss of your luggage."
"See," said the insurance salesman to my left, "Insurance is a good thing, eh?"
There was a creaking noise and I could see luggage streaming out of the cargo hold.
After a few minutes, the plane lightened, we regained altitude and the conversation
level in the cabin climbed back to light chit chat.
Suddenly, a scream came from the first class cabin, "My Mitzi schnauzer poochie
was just jettisoned with the luggage." A brief moment of total silence. Then the intercom crackled again. "This is Pilot Corman. Is there a psychologist on-board? We have
a woman in row 4 who needs counseling." A man got up from behind me and slowly
made his way forward. We were all very grateful that soon Mitzi's companion would
be getting adequate medical care.
Abruptly, the plane rolled into a steep bank and was perpendicular to the ground.
Then, just as abruptly, it straightened out again. The intercom crackled. "Corman
here . We momentarily lost the second left engine•there. Is there a doctor on board?
We have a heart attack in row 22."
The over-perfumed woman, was, it turns out a cardiologist, and she got up and
went to help. There was visible gratitude on the faces of all the passengers.
Then there was a hard turbulence bump. A wailing started behind me- a chorus of
ten or fifteen voices, pessimistic, predicting our coming doom. The intercom crackled.
"Corman. We need some spiritual uplift to aisle 33." A man in a preacher 's collar
came down the left side of the plane, a rabbi walked forward from 43f, and a disciple
of Mohammed rose to the call. Soon, the doomsday singers were engaged in calming
prayer and the plane again returned to normal.
The intercom buzzed. "Corman again. We would greatly appreciate aid from the
following passengers: we need a mechanic to deal with a small rotor problem. Anyone on board who could help prepare dinner would be very useful as we had to toss
the food carts overboard and we're looking for help."
People were getting up all over to go and help in the common mission. As I was
unable to contribute, I was beginning to feel left out.
"Also," Corman continued, "I understand that members of the Detroit Philharmonic
are with us today. The cockpit would certainly appreciate some soothing music. Finally, there's a gentleman in Row 14 who is looking to purchase some insurance. Can
anyone be of assistance to him? We appreciate your doing all you can to make this trip
as smooth and enjoyable as possible."
The next 20 minutes were uneventful. The mechanics repaired the second left engine, the musicians played Bach, the chefs served us a gourmet meal based entirely on
peanu~s, ~retzels and Bloody Mary mix, and the insurance salesman made some healthy
commiSSions. Pretty much everyone but me was involved in someway in ensuring
our safe and on-time arrival in Detroit.
continued on page 12
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Think
I recently took an informal survey of
faculty members at this august institution
and was surprised to find that more professors understood the Rule Against Perpetuities (three) than could identify what
exactly it means to "think like a lawyer"
(none). Do you know what either of these
mysterious concepts mean?
I first encountered the "think like a lawyer" buzzphrase in the view book and
course guide the Law School Admissions
Office sent me. It was liberally sprinkled
throughout the class listings that sounded
overwhelmingly dull ("Trusts and Estates
Advanced Seminar: When Great Aunt
Frieda Kicks It"), absurdly irrelevant ("Enterprise Organizations III: The Search for
Spock"), or painstakingly elitist ("Caito
Ergo Sum: Plain English and the Law; Why
Bother?"). For example, from page 68 of
the current guide to the Law School: "In
addition to bleeding you to the tune of
$98,000, the University of Michigan Law
School will teach you to think like a law-

were named as defendants. A fellow student had just pontificated on the need to
find liability with the manufacturers of everything in creation if some nitwit had
managed to injure himself with it. His
closing statement was "Italy should have
its wages garnished." "Yes!" the professor ejaculated, "You have learned to think

you have to make your teammates say the
word on the card without using any of the
other five forbidden words on the card. I
drew a card that said "Loiter," and I came
out with "the crime charged against those
people in Papachristou v. City of Jacksonville, 405 U.S. 156 (1972)." A-hah, I said to
myself, now I know what it feels like to

like a lawyer."

think like a lawyer.

Oddly, I thought that he had learned to

think like an idiot.

Oddly, shortly thereafter I went to
Dominic's for the first time where I discovered that what Dean Lehman must
have meant is that I would go forth to drink

This summer I will be overpaid at the
upstanding law firm of - -. I was told
many times by
many lawyers
there that I
would be given
challenging
tasks, interesting
legal
assignments and tickets
to
sporting
events. When I
visited the firm,
wearing a suit
that turned out to
be identical to everyone else's, I
was
walked
through a mock
'typical day.' My
mock' typical' assignment was
"Research the licensing and liability issues associated with senior partner Joe
Dempsey's inflatable fishing raft." !hen 1 was shown
to the corner that would be my space in
the summer: West Cubicle 23C. Over
lunch, one gentleman remarked that the
most important aspect of my hands-on
legal training was to start as a summer associate but that what mattered most is that
I already had the right tools for the job: I
knew how to think like a lawyer.
Oddly, I thought that what attracted this
firm to me was that I knew how to think

like a lawyer.

like a drone.

One fine October day in Torts class, we
read a case about a woman who had suffered a spontaneous outbreak of hemorrhoids after looking at a photograph in a
magazine of the Leaning Tower of Pisa.
The photographer, the magazine and Italy

In a surprising turn of events, I attended
a party the other day. It was a party at
which I was the only law student. After
the mandatory chug-a-lug contests and
partner-swapping, the revelers settled
down to play "Taboo," that game where

yer."
Oddly, I thought that the sentence implied that I would learn to think like a mug-

ging victim.
Way back in 1997, during my first week
here at the Law School, I went to one of
those orientation lectures in Room 100.
Except for the occasional use of the word
'impact' as a verb, which sends me over
the edge, the first half of the program was
dull. "You will impact the lives of your
fellow citizens," one of the speakers remarked, intending to motivate those of us
who were already scratching our heads in
vocational self-doubt. Then Dean Lehman
stepped up to the podium. I was ready to
be inspired but his words left me at somewhat of a loss: He intoned that after three
years in the hallowed halls of the Law
School I would go forth and be able to

think like a lawyer.

Oddly, the other people at the party
were convinced that all I knew how to do
was to think like a total loser.
Seeking enlightenment, I called up my
friend Jeff
who graduated from
this fine institution a few
terms back
and is now a
bona fide
lawyer in
glorious D.C.
I said "Hey,
Jeff, what
does it mean
to 'think like
a lawyer ' ?"
Jeff replied,
"The law is
mostly a boring profession full of

Shortly thereafter I

went to Dominic's for
the first time where I

discovered that what
Dean Lehman must

have meant is that I

would go forth to drink

~e~p~e is~uf-

fling boring
papers
around their
boring desks
and eventually leaving their boring offices to return
to their boring lives. If you can learn to
accept this as a glorious and desirable profession," he continued, "Then you have
learned to think like a lawyer."
Dear God that sounds awful. Are you
prepared to think like a lawyer?
Oh, and the Rule Against Perpetuities
is "No interest is good unless it must vest,
if at all, no later than 21 years after some
life in being at the creation of the interest."

like a lawyer.
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On tele vis ion, Johnnie Cochran,
middle-aged at-risk-of-becoming-obscure
African-American celebrity, is sitting on
an over-stuffed beige couch. Next to him
on an ornate end table is a black rotary
phone. Next to the rotary phone, levitating above a prayer mat, is a woman
wrapped in tie-dyed cloth with a crystal
ball in her lap. Mr. Cochran is talking to
her and they are looking at, and sometimes petting, the black phone. Across the
bottom of the screen, a number is scrolling bjj 1-900-LAWYERS, followed by exhortations like "Call Now!"
Across from the television in my apartment, I, rapidly-aging totally obscure Caucasian law student, am sitting on a soggy
beige couch. Next to me, on a cheap-ass
end table, is a cheap-ass green push-button phone. Next to the phone, is a drained
bottle of Jack Daniels (the only JD currently in reach ... ). Next to the Jack Daniels
is squalor, next to squalor is oblivion. I
am looking at, and sometimes petting, the
cheap-ass green phone.
Life has gotten me down as of late. I'm
a bit teed off and a bit drunk. I need to
make myself feel better. I see the number.
I call.
"Hi," I say.
"Welcome to the Psychic Lawyers
Friends Network. This is Trudy, I know
how to help you," a light and pleasant
voice says.
"I don't believe in psychic lawyers. Are
you a psychic lawyer?" I say.
"I am a psychic lawyer," she assures me.
"Try this, psychic lawyer," I say. "Outside the airport are a line of cabs. First

cab gets first customer, and so on down
the line. A woman comes out of baggage
claim. The first cab is driven by a man.
She goes to the second cab, which is driven
by a woman. They leave. Who and for
what can the first cab driver sue?"
"You're a Capricorn," Trudy says.
"Wrong! " I say triumphantly. "Now try
this. A man is a demolitions expert. In
his trunk, he has stolen dynamite from a
construction site where he works. After
hiring a prostitute, they share a joint. She
flicks ash into his trunk, and his car blows
up. Who and for what can the demolitions expert sue?"
"You're a partner in a real-estate firm
in sunny Tahiti," Trudy says.
"Couldn't be further from the truth! " I
crow. "Psychic lawyer, my fanny. Try this:
Recently, my best friend Kenny died in a
tragic auto accident. Can I sue South Park
for intentional infliction of emotional distress?"
"Your lucky lottery numbers are 11, 22,
19, 9, and 7."
"Hah!" I say, "That's the day my pet
ferret died!" I'm beginning to feel better.
"Try this, charlatan: My friend Jane was
at a rave last week and saw a guy wearing a tight T-shirt that read, in hip retro
lettering, 'Slap My Ass.' Jane slapped his
ass. He is suing her for assault, battery,
sexual harassment, and intentional violation of personal space bubble. Does he
have a case?"
"You need ---" Trudy begins.
"Or," I cut her off, "You're the in-house
counsel for a supermarket chain. 'Lucky
Charms' introduced a new marshmallow
last week, pink triangles. Crazed Southern Baptists, in protest of this breakfast
cereal addition, removed all the cereal
from your shelves and burned it in the
parking lot. A woman doing dry-cleaning next door is allergic to the scent of
burnt Trix and had to be hospitalized. She
sues you. What is your plan?"
"You need ---" Trudy begins again, a
little louder.
My pulse is pounding, I'm feeling
down-right perky. "Walking down the
street yesterday, a man carrying a placard
that read 'I Sell Illegal Drugs -- Cheap!'
was stopped and searched by a meter
maid. The meter maid found 47 Tootsie
Rolls, which the man believed were hal-

lucinogenic. What are his crimes, what
are his defenses?"
"You need a ---" Trudy begins anew, her
voice rising
"You're no psychic lawyer," I charge
giddily. "You're a total fraud, you should
take that crystal ball and stick it where the
sun don' t sh---":;<:
"You need a life, asshole!" Trudy shouts.
>>Click<<
Ouch, that hurt.
I don' t feel so good anymore, but I've
learned my lesson: There is such a thing
as a psychic lawyer.

Airplane, from page 10

And then the intercom crackled again.
"This is the pilot speaking. I am afraid I
have one more bit of bad news. We, in
conjunction with the volunteer mathematicians on board, have just calculated that
unless we lighten our load a bit more we
will fall 'Short of Detroit. To help us with
this little problem, I implore you, are there
any lawyers on board?"
Could it be true, could there actually be
a need for the skills I possess? I know that
to make it through life as a lawyer I am
entirely dependent on people with real
skills, people like the musicians, mechanics, pilots, doctors, clergy, chefs, hell even
the life insurance salesmen, but this was
my chance to help! My chance to adjudicate justice! Even though I was only law
student, I leapt out of my seat an ran toward the cockpit.
As I passed row 10, two burly men
grabbed me, a stewardess opened the
front cabin door, and the two burly men
hurled me out into the open air, 22,000 feet
above sea level. I was hurtling toward the
earth, toward my death. Before passing
out from fear and shock, I heard "Corman
here. We've taken care of that extra-weight
problem and we may even be landing
early. Thank you for flying Northwest."
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Blacklist
The large Chicago law firm of - maintains a record of blacklisted law students which they distribute, quarterly, free
of charge, to any law firm that so requests.
I understand that the administrating firm
receives pro bono credit from the ABA for
their efforts. If you are on the list you
should start suiting up for a life of "Hello,
welcome to the Gap," because your
chance of legal employment is gone. Some
say the list is only a paranoid phantasm
created by those who don't fit in at law
school. But let this wise voice prevail: the
list exists.
As the 2L class heads in to the fall interviewing season, I will lead the way to
gainful employment by providing a few
cautionary tales, some helpful insights,
and an occasional reminder. Heed my
advice and you should shortly find yourself clearing the big bucks for a summer
of golf and three hour lunches. Ignore me
at your own peril as the blacklist has room
for you.
A fashion tip: heroin chic is out out out
in the law school interview scene. While
members of last year's class had some
success with this look, particularly with
New York firms, this year the style is Late
Elizabethan. For men, hose and a doublet are a must. Women, keep those high
frizzed-out collars well starched. A cape
is an excellent accessory. Remember: you
must dress for success. The interviewing
attorneys already have success- they can
dress for comfort.
Honesty is the best policy: do not be
afraid to ask straight up, "so, how much
moolah are we talking here?" Employers
will appreciate your candor.
Beware: Do not do as the fabled, and
still unemployed, John "Surly Dwarf"
Rogers did and respond to every question
with a Robert DeNiro Cape Fear look and
a snarled "Kiss my fat ass, buddy." Also,
do not imitate the famed Mathias Berndt,
who cracked even before the interview
began, running into the assigned cubicle
while tearing off his clothes and shouting
"Want to see what I've got? Want to see
what I'm made of?"
Questions you should not ask when
they ask you if you have any questions: If
your law firm were a fruit what kind of

fruit would it be? Is that your real hair?
How long do I have to work at the firm
before I can make arbitrary decisions that
crush the hope of bright-eyed and bushytailed law students? When exactly did
you stop caring about finding meaningful employment? I really like your tie can I borrow it for my 2:20?
While it may be true that love makes
the world go 'round, this author cannot
recommend propositioning your interviewer. Especially if there is more than
one of them.
Sarah Chase ('88 and still working afternoons at Express in Briarwood, employee of the Month, April'91) was upset
to discover that the response to her inquiry, "So your firm is basically a sexist
old-boys network that defends corporate
criminals and harasses the secretarial
staff? " was "Yes." She received official
notification of her blackballed status by
courier that afternoon. The lesson: watch
your phrasing. If you have nothing nice
to say, say nothing at all. A little honesty
can ruin a polite conversation.
In a recent ABA survey, most hiring
partners agreed that the ability to small
talk in a foreign language was a valuable
asset for a summer associate. If you do
not already know a foreign language, may
I suggest the Berlitz series, Small Talk In
Seven Days, which is available in a number of popular languages, including Navajo, Latvian, and the Criolo language of
Guinea-Bissau. In a pinch, some employ-

ers from less sophisticated markets may
be fooled by Pig Latin. For the completely
flummoxed, may I suggest opening with
"Erasure, enya en-ya?" which is
Europopian for "Fine day we are having
today, no?"
So, strut into your 20 minutes of truth,
brush down your fine velvet frock, look
the your interviewer squarely in the eye
and say "Smootacka minuykas!" When
greeted with your interviewer's blank
look, you should demand, "You mean you
don't know 'smootacka minuykas' is
Urdu for 'Hey sexy, show me the money'?
What kind of firm is this anyway?" The
job is as good as yours. But if you ignore
me, it is as good as mine, because I'll be
the next guy into the cubicle, and you can
be sure that I'll be following my own advice.

••••••••••••••••••
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the lunch went on the pressure increased
- I was desperate for some answer other
than "fascinating." I started stretching,
and then creating, the truth, trying to reach
him, trying to make some sort of connection to him, past his detached scientist

II
the left. A-ha, I said to myself, that would
be the Fantasy Resume.
"I did two years with the Peace Corps
there," the attorney on the right continued. "You do know that Upper Volta has
no cognizable legal system, don' t you?"

fa~ade.

Before I enlisted in law school, perhaps
the reason why I enlisted in law school, I
had a real job interview out in the real
world. My interviewer, my prospective
future boss, had spent over a decade pursuing, yet not capturing, a PhD that
spanned anthropology, political science,
and psychology and was thus a frustrated academic. He was also a frustrated
conversationalist who did not relate to
people well. But he was a kind man and
he conducted the interview over an elegant lunch at a fine Italian restaurant.
During the salad course, while buttering
a thick slice of crunchy bread, between
bites of risotto, as he was sipping a fine
cappuccino, pausing after a forkful of
tiramisu, he' d pick my brains about my
college, work ethic, upbringing, schooling, and habits.
Whatever I told him I could tell it was
being filed away into his mental list of
insights, neatly categorized into one of
the disciplines with which he was familiar. He would react to all my revelations
in the same manner, as a scientist to the
whims of his specimen: he would stroke
his chin, lean in close to me, and say, in a
detached sort of way, "Fascinating." As

After the 48th "fascinating" of the afternoon, I figured there was no way I was
getting the job. He was leaning back in
his chair, staring at me, as if I were some
sort of misbehaving lab animal, as if to
ponder the mys tery of why the hell I
thought I was qualified for this job. "Fascinating," he said.
My first interview in Room 200 was
with the Washington D.C. law firm of-. I think that over the summer I was
supposed to research all the law firms
with whom I wished to interview. I think
that over the summer I was supposed to
fine-tune my resume. I think that over the
summer I was supposed to do more than
barbecue and drink beer.
There were two interviewing attorneys.
They each looked very sharp (unlike me).
They each looked like they owned more
than one suit (unlike me). They had aresume in front of them. In unison they eyed
my resume. In unison they gave me a
slow once-over. They read my resume
again, their heads turning together and
then clicking down to the next line. I
imagined I could hear a little typewriter
"ding!" as they worked their way through
it. They looked at me as if I were a frog
on a lab table, ready to be dissected.
I wondered to myself, "did they get my
real resume or the Fantasy Resume?" You
see, forty minutes before the fall on-campus interview registration deadline I had
constructed a Fantasy Resume, filled with
many impressive things. Then, when I
turned in 40 copies of my resume I
shuffled some Fantasy Resumes in with
the real ones. Look, don' t condemn me
-a good deal of the hiring process is random chance and I figure that if, by random chance, a firm thinks I'm cooler than
I am, well then I should benefit from it.
The Fantasy Resume scheme is just my
way of helping random chance along.
"Mr. Manning, I see you've done legal
aid work in Upper Volta," said the one on

Oops.
"Mr. Manning, I see you've studied
Multinational Corporate Finance and Tax
Evasion at the London School of Economics," said the one on the left. "You must
know the Tenth Lord of Pontoon-OnThames, Lord Wilfred who teaches that
course?"
Uhhh ...
"Mr. Manning, I see you hold U.S.
patent #45102A22, for your pioneering
research on head lice shampoo," said
Tweedledee. "Isn' t that actually the patent
number for the twist-free phone cord?"
This was not going as expected.
"Mr. Manning, I see you graduated
suprema cum laude from your undergraduate institution," said Tweedledum.
"Don't you mean summa cum laude?"
I figured I was in deep deep deep with
not a pa,ddle in sight. Somehow these attorneys had caught on to the truth behind
my Fantasy Resume. They knew that I
didn' t know anything. They were going
to call up career services and I was going
to be banished from on-campus interviewing. And then Dean Lehman, to cleanse
the humiliation visited on the law school,
was going to take me out and whip me in
public while I begged for forgiveness. I
was doomed .
"You're resume," they said, in unison,
"is ... fascinating."
And then, just like as at that fine Italian
lunch three years ago, the two attorneys
said again, "Fascinating." And then, exactly, to the word, verbatim, as at the fine
Italian lunch three years ago, they said,
"You're just the sort ofbullshit artist we're
looking for. The job is yours."
And the rest is, as they say, history.
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At the end of my most recent takehome exam, I wrote "This exam has 2966
words, partially including the words written on this page. You should not read this
page if you are counting these words toward my limit. In fact, stop now. (Word
3000)."
The professor had promised that she
would not read any words beyond the
30001h, in any circumstances or for any reason. This is good policy because it prevents gunners from uploading huge prewritten treatises and because it forces students to balance thinking against typing
any and all words they can.
On the other hand, the strict word limit
also gives the student an opportunity
to vent. So I continued on ...
"Your instruction
sheet is at once condescending and outlandishly harsh. If
you are holding my
poor spelling, grammar and general
lack of clarity
against me in grading my exam (as
item 9 indicates you
will), I feel I must do
the same for you.
And to do so to an
even greater degree
because you had
nearly unlimited
time in which to
write the exam
(which I do not, see
item 2) and because
you could have
availed yourself of
the services of an
editor (which I may
not, see item 8).
"In your exam,
you will find a misplaced preposition in the very first sentence. Also in Question I, the amount of
damage done to the automobile changes
from $12,000 to $8,000 between subparts
two and three, despite the helpful note

that begins subpart three that its facts are
the 'same as (2) above.' In subpart four
you have forgotten at least one word as
the question makes no sense as currently
written.
"Here are two juicy errors from Question II: You ask for specific information
about statutes of limitation and damages
without providing specific dates for either
the day of the hypothetical or for anumber of crucial dates in the past. The first
full paragraph on page five of Question II
closes with a pronoun without a clear antecedent.
"While I appreciate your attempt to ask
five different policy questions within the
response word limit of 750 words in Question III, I wonder just how reflective I can
be on the broader issues of this class in
that space . And
you' ll see a subject /
verb
agreement
problem in subpart
one and a comma
splice in subpart
three.
"I am more than
willing to accept the
C- you give me as a
result of my poor use
of case law, my failure to spot critical issues or deal appropriately with matters
of grave legal importance. I will accept
the C- you give me if
you can't understand my sentences
or read my scribble.
I do not see why I
should accept a Cfrom you if my
proofreading
doesn't catch every
error in my exam as
yours didn't do any
better.
"I think you
should either admit that people make
written mistakes, especially without the
benefit of peer-review in a cramped 24
hour context, and ask everyone to try their
level best, or give us an exam free from

The Law

School should,

in the name of

academic honesty, force employers and

judges to find
other distinc-

tions among us.

the 'poor grammar, spelling, and general
lack of clarity' you so detest."
As I finished that rant, I smiled to myself that I was protected from the recriminations of my caviling by the word limit
rule of item 6. I printed the sucker out,
following the specifics of item 4, turned it
in, and went to drown my sorrows at
Touchdowns. After my fourth pitcher I ·
had a revelation.
Why are there grades in law school?
One of the reasons misuse of the elusive
English subjunctive counts against me in
my take-home is because it is nigh impossible for a professor to make B-/B, B/ B+
and even B+ I A- distinctions of any validity over 80 different exams when the range
of good answers to a question is huge.
Many factors go into grading an exam,
including constipation and whether the
kids are crying and if the in-laws are over
and if it is sunny. All of these things mean
that one professor's B+ on Tuesday might
be the same professor's B-on Thursday.
Most professors will admit that grading
is an imprecise process yet we all know it
is one to which precision is imputed.
Grades unnaturally condense a term's
worth of learning into a four or 24 hour
period,Jorce trivial distinctions with potentially significant disparate results, and
privilege a particular type of learning and
performance which lacks a clear relationship to the practice of law.
The Law School should adopt a system
of all Pass / Fail in the first year and Honors I Pass I Fail in the remaining years. For
the Supreme Court Clerkship compulsive,
the school should allow professors the
discretion to use an occasional High Honors. The Law School, standing behind the
quality of its instruction, professors, admissions process, and academic culture,
should, in the name of academic honesty,
force employers and judges to find other
distinctions among us.
If you think I' m wrong, write a nasty
letter to this publication and let me know
why and then we'll have something we
can debate about. (Oops, I ended a sentence with a preposition- I meant, "about
which we can debate.")
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Bruce D. Manning
30 19 Lakehaven Court
Ann Arbor, MI 481 05
Dear Bruce,
We really enjoyed having you here as a summer associate this past summer and we are pleased to extend you an offer for
full-time enslavement, I mean, employment. Hanover, Chamberlain and Moore wish to share with you the following information about joining our legal team.
You may pick up your five standard Firm-issue suits at Brooks Brothers starting the 1st of November. Ties and shirts have
also been selected for you. This year, our Decorum Committee has decided to offer two distinct styles: Stuffy New York Blue
and Shiny Purple Euro Trash. Express yourself and choose the standard Firm-issue suit that best fits your style.
Hanover, Chamberlain, and Moore will be having a Firm-wide holiday, Appreciation of Diversity Day on October 12,
2000. Appreciation of Diversity Day is an alternative event for Columbus Day and is not mandatory. In fact, you are encouraged to work right on through the Firm-wide holiday. Just like at Christmas. Nevertheless, the Firm would appreciate it if you
would stop on by Viswanath Ramji's office on 23 and let him know how much you appreciate his diversity. Embrace The
White Patriarchy Day, which is celebrated every day, is not a Firm-wide holiday.
As you know, Hanover, Chamberlain and Moore, a legal institution of the highest level, requires a work commitment of
the highest level. Please take advantage of our in-house dry cleaning, hair cutting, shoe shining, ear wax cleansing, intravenous
feeding and bed pan changing services. We will also provide, free of charge, a healing salve to ease the chafing associated with
the leg irons. (That was a joke! Firm Wackiness™ strikes again!)
You will be expected to bill 2825 hours a year. This is a mere 8 hours a day, every day. We care about the quality of
your life outside of the firm so please enjoy New York in the generous free time you will have. Or sleep. Your choice.
Bonuses will be available in increments of Mercedes-Benzes starting with the 3100'h hour.
Billing requirement discounts are available to young associates willing to donate organs to aging partners. Please
contact Joanne in the Organ Receiving Department to make arrangements to get rid of that pesky extra kidney.

See you in September,

Howard M. Brimsley, III

~ll=l=S====~==·~==~====~==es==~=es=t=ae=====·===to=~=r=il=2=00=1==~1~1----------------The month of May means graduation here at the Law School. And as I weigh the idea of dropping out and becoming a
typewriter pounding hack in a cabin in Montana, I ask the graduating class to think about where they will be in 20, 30, or 40
years. These selections from the most recent issue of Law Quadrangle Notes may provide some guidance.

Class Notes
1950s
E. Joseph O'Hara, '54 a partner in the New York firm of O'Hara, O'Toole, and Rosenbergowitz, is overjoyed to announce his recent engagement to Nicole Eggert ofBaywatch. The society pages of the New York Times quote Mr. O'Hara as
saying "Yes, I gave up sex for sixty eight years so I could claw my way to the top of the legal profession, but look at me now!"
The Law School is pleased to note that Sub-3 has been renamed the O'Hara Legal Celibacy Center.
Stephen M. Levin, '56 announces the publication of his second casebook, Intellectual Property and Adverse Possession:
What Happens When Someone Sits on Your Face. Mr. Levin has also been named a Barbizon Beauty Fellow by the Office of
the Vice President of the United States which has given him a grant to work on his forthcoming third book, The Internet and
the Hairnet: Fast Food and the 2I' 1 Century.
Louis P. Stein, '59 has just freed his 44' 11 wrongly convicted man from death row, and his first in Texas. Mr. Stein's
classmate John Freihammer, '59 just bought his fifth Ferrari, an F-50, and writes "Stein and his commie life-style can kiss my
golf-playing ass." We can only note: Life is full of choices.
1960s
The University of Michigan Law School is saddened to share the news ofthe recent assassination of Mathew J. Nelson,
'61. Mr. Nelson, a tireless advocate for right-wing nut jobs and recognized by the National Rifle Association as "Gun-Toting
Suit of the Year" in 1991, fell in a hail storm of bullets as he was driving around on his riding lawn mower in Boise, Idaho. He
is survived by his son, Gunnar M. Nelson, '87. Gunnar has elected to defend his father's killer and intends to build his
defense around the "Guns don't kill people" theory which has recently been codified into Idaho law.
William J. Dempsey, '64 has been elected governor of the Commonwealth of Massachusetts. Mr. Dempsey's campaign
was funded entirely by the Amalgamated Super Giant Corporation. Mr. Dempsey comes to the position after 28 years of work
as Chief Trustbuster at the Department of Justice and 24 years as a Lieutenant in Nader's Raiders consumer protection outfit.
Mr. Dempsey simply states "I got tired of public service and thought it was high time to put myself in the position to accept big
fat bribes while allowing all sorts of corporate mergers that will benefit consumers by decreasing competition."
Jennifer A. Koss, '68 of Santa Fe, NM would like to let her classmates know that she remains tuned in and turned
on. Ms. Koss is entering her 31 " year as the chief Soul Sister of Crystaline Therapeutic Massage, Inc. and invites everyone
down for a free karmic readjustment. The Law School still does not anticipate Ms. Koss paying off her student loans and
wishes that those who take up Ms. Koss' offer of karmic rolfing donate the market value of the service ($275/hr.) to help pay
off Ms. Koss' debts.
1970s
Former clerk to Supreme Court Justice Brennan, former campaign manager for the American Communist Party, former
attitude advisor to Fidel Castro, and former legal counsel to Cesar Chavez, Lisa Jensen, '73 has been inducted into the Havana
Hall of the People's Heroes. Under the Helms-Burton Act, the University of Michigan Law School has been forced to tum
down Ms. Jensen's latest pledge of 37 pesos as it may be illegal trading with Cuba.
Tricia L. Cornell (#JANl-999), '74 has recently started a thirty day term in Stillwater State Penitentiary in Minnesota.
She was sentenced under Governor Jesse Ventura's new populist "First thing we do is get all the lawyers!" sentencing guidelines revision. The Consortium of American Lawyers has filed an appeal on her behalf which argues that the one month
sentence is a cruel, unusual and excessive punishment for an offense whose criminality is highly overrated: the systematic
overbilling of clients.
James Marcum, '79 invites the Ann Arbor community to admire the four color advertisement recently placed by his firm
of Me, Myself and Marcum, in the Ambulance Chasers section of the yellow pages. Mr. Marcum's practice specializes in
divorce (he has handled five for himself alone!), sexual harassment (successfully defended himself 17 times), and DUis (he
may no longer drive in the protectorate of Guam, but he's still on the road in Michigan!). He is looking to develop a medical
malpractice division and writes "If you know a clumsy dentist with a big insurance policy, I'm your guy."

Please stay in touch with the University of Michigan Law School. Donations can be mailed directly to Comerica Bank account
number 3722421271 payable to JeffreyS. Lehman. Changes of address should be sent to the Student Loan Pursuit and Capture
Office, 510 S. State Street, Ann Arbor, MI, 48105. Tell us about your most recent professional accomplishments!
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Crossword
fun from the
RG
ACROSS
1. Tide
5. Burned tobacco by-product
8. Not close
12. Top grade of gasoline
14. Birthday count
15. La
de ma tante
16. Fingered
17. Tigers
19. Lowest point
21 . Speeds up
22. Race distance
23. October birthstone
25. What willows do
27. Satyr
30. Nears
33. Type of center
34. Controvert
36. Curry
38. Yaks are a type
39. Ditto
40. Patella
41. Columbus ship
42. Horse control
43. Car type
44. Acetate is one
46. Power from a nuclear - - 48. One of Demille's movies
50. Wound protection
51. Tom Hanks' first starring movie
54. President's office
56. Leave without permission
59. A triangle
62. Some are for football bets
64. First Hebrew letter
65. Dye quantity
66. Brain box
67. Evening in Roma
68. Isle in E. England
69. Remain

DOWN
1. Prioress, e.g.
2. Style
3. Hindu principle of life
4. Excel
5.
O'Shanter
6. Used as gelling agent
7. Sign up again for a magazine
8. Model Carol
9. Gasoline
10. Aeronautics and Model
Rocketry Association (abbrev.)
11. Deference to an older person
13. Acid used to produce nylon
15. Leisurely stroll in Merida
18. Female name
20. Tease
24. Live with
26. Reticules
27. The South
28. Ties up

29. Breathe through 'de nose'
31.
Cane
32. Cover with cream cheese
33. A lifer, e.g.
35. Dressed to the
37. Big _ __
39. Get there
43. Skin on top of head (pl.)
45. Era
47. What can be in a hole
49. An iceberg does this
51. Prejudice
52. Wight, e.g.
53. A regular attendee
55. Loyal Scot
57. Sullenness
58. Fitzgerald
60. Elizabeth Arden runs one
61. Hovel
63. Arch
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We wanted to make sure
America's best law students
caught our message.
So, naturally, we put it in the fine print.*

*At Torys, you'll work on great files with exceptional colleagues. To find out more, please visit us at www.torys.com
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